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sin 0 y - Yl = m(x - X1)
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(r,0) f
( a1=l
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Poem

by

t

Edward DeVries
English Translation:
Sine of theta, point-slope fonn, xis less than t
Angle A is congruent to angle BDC
Polar graph coordinates, sign of integration
Fibonacci sequence, "Don't worry, it's just notation"
A formula to find the area of a trapezoid
A somewhat general equation for a sinusoid
Bank accounts with interest that's continuously compounded
The fundamental part of what Newton and Leibniz founded

lari=ari.2 + ari.1

1

A = 2 h (b1 + b2)
y =a• sin [b(x + c)] + d

A=Pert
X

Iff is continuous on [a,b], then the function F(x) = ff(t)dt, a::;~b, is
a
X

continuous on [a,b] and differentiable on (a,b) and:=! ff(t)dt = f(x).
a
If f is continuous on [a,b] and F is any antiderivative off on [a,b], then
b

ff(x)dx = F(b) - F(a).
a

pilgrimage

by

Mike Buma

London scattered us in all directions.
eating Big Macs on the tube in from Southgate
i felt free. but when i stopped the group at Moorgate
looking for my heart beneath my feet, i found instead
the cold concrete of city streets.
with a change in the wind we headed off towards St. Paul's.
this is how we sought to bring words off the page, to situate ourselves in a book
that somebody else wrote. in poet's corner i fell to my knees at the
Eliot memorial and ran my fingers across the inscription and
the sempiternal stone rose that marks his passing.
but in a moment's absence i got up and remembered,
of all things, i had forgotten to shave.
that afternoon in Leicester square you talked about busking,
how i would play and you would sing. all i could think was
we could never pull it off-we don't even know the same songs.
but talking all night in the hotel hallway you taught me to
cherish the anonymity of crowds and to love the city
for making us huddle together.
still i didn't realize until days later.
in the moment prior to sleep on the plane
things somehow became clearthat before the city or the words it was
loneliness which made us pilgrims.
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ne plaster feels cold against the skin of my back where my shirt
>de up as I slumped against the wall. My mind is frozen with
Le weight of the result. When I was young I had a tendency to go
, sleep when I was stressed, and now this urge has taken over
n.til I have become nearly narcoleptic. Now I fight against the
mptation to sleep. Hiding will not make this problem better. It
not something that will go away if I ignore it long enough.
I focus on the quadrangles of light on the bathroom car~t and force myself to think. Oh God. What am I going to do
Jw? This can't be possible. But of course it's possible.
therwise I wouldn't have gotten the tests in the first place.
That do I do? Who do I talk to? Where do I go? This can't be
1ppening. But of course it's happening. There are two small
Lbes with two thin pink lines each to prove it. Tears begin to
Lake trails down my cheeks. A rush of nausea floods me and I
:ramble to the toilet to puke again. Again I check the directions.
NO lines mean positive. I hear my own choked sob as I remem~r the punching feeling of seeing the second line show up.
Nice. I curl up on the carpet.
The front door rattles shut. Someone is home. I hear
mdding of heavy feet up the stairs, and then a knock on the
1throom door.
"Who is it?"
:_iuickly gather up all evidence into the plastic Walgreen's bag.
t's me. Can I come in?"
Jm, no. Give me a minute."
\.re you feeling okay? Are you sick again?"
\. little, but I feel fine now."
.Yell, if you need me for anything, I'll be upstairs."
1e thumps up the stairs next to the bathroom. All of my roomLates know something is going on. They all probably knew what
was before I did. This is the third time we've been through this.
h.ere are no secrets in this house. Everyone knows where you
:e, who you're with, everything you do. They know I've been
:ting weird. They know I throw up every morning. They know
::an hardly be in the house when someone cooks, I get so nau~ous.
walk to the garage and slip my little bag into the middle of a full
l!bage bag. I need to be alone. Marie doesn't have class until
Jon. That's two hours away. I need to go for a walk. I pull a
garette out of my purse, and then put it back. I don't know
hy.
It's drizzling outside, but it feels kind of nice. The air is
ill warm. I need to think. I need to organize. I decide to walk
Lthe direction of the woman's center. I think it's called the
esource or something like that. I'll get some information. I surrise myself that I even know where to go. I must have saved the
Lemory just in case I might need it. And I do.
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I walk with my eyes closed between street corners. It's not safe,
but I've never really cared. I think better with my eyes closed. I
have almost no money. After rent and bills I will have about
$200. I wonder how much an abortion is? Then, in my mind, I
see a girl: three-years-old, with her long hair in braids. She is
smeared with dirt and holding a clump of dandelions. "Mommy,
mommy, I picked these for you." And then she is gone. This is a
nice idea, but with the idea comes a whole package of realities.
Quitting school. Telling my family. Being disowned by my family. Never having money again. Changing dirty diapers. Being a
bad mother. Having a child who will never have a father. No,
having a child is defiantly not an option. Being pregnant isn't
even an option.
I have arrived at the Resource. I walk the stairs to the door, up to
the desk. I haven't breathed since I placed my first step on the
first stair.
"Can I help you?" says the woman at the desk.
"Um, I think I need a pregnancy test."
"Do you have an appointment?"
"Uh, no. Do I need one?"
"Not at all. Have you been here before?"
"No."
"Ok, then I just need to have you fill out this paperwork and
bring it back up when you're done."
I take a seat in the sterile waiting room. I fight the urge to run
from this place. To pretend like this is not happening. But I
must keep a level head. I have always respected people who
could act when it was necessary. It is time that I become one of
those people. I fill in the papers and give them back to the
woman.
"If you'll just wait here, someone will be with you shortly."
"Thanks," I mumble so lowly, I doubt she heard me. I take a seat
and look around. I am the only one in here alone. Everyone else
is with another person. Well, there are only six other people
here, but I feel like they are the whole world. The nurse calls my
name, and I follow her to a room.
"Put this on. The doctor will be right with you."
I change my clothes and wait. The doctor comes in and begins
asking questions: how long has it been since my last period, have
I done this before, have I seen another doctor recently... I try not
to seem uncomfortable as she pokes and prods and takes samples. She says nothing and then leaves.
I wait a few more minutes, and the nurse returns.
"Well, your tests are positive. You're pregnant. But I guess that
isn't a surprise, huh? Otherwise you wouldn't be here."
I fake a smile at her, pretending that I'm not about to melt or
puke.

"I'm here to talk about your options. I assume you are alone. No
father to talk things over with?"
"No. I'm alone." Why does she assume I'm alone? Do I look like
the kind of girl who wouldn't have a boyfriend? Or does she
only say it because I'm here alone?
"As you know, you have a few options. It is your right to keep
the baby, give it up for adoption, or abort. Have you considered
any of these options?"
"I don't think that I can keep the baby, or even be pregnant, so I
suppose I will have to abort. But I think I'll need some time to
think about it."
· "Of course, of course. But I think, given your situation, an abortion would be the wise choice. It's really a very simple procedure, and we can make an appointment for you right here. You
can cancel if you like, but I think it would be good to at least
make the appointment."
"Okay."
"Well then, here is some information about the process. And here
is some information should you decide to keep the baby or give it
up for adoption. And here is your certificate of pregnancy. Take
that in when you come for your appointment."
"Thanks. Um, do you know how expensive it will be?"
"We are a non-profit organization to help low income women like
yourself. Given your information, it would be $350."
"Ok, thanks."
$350! Where am I going to come up with the extra $150? Even
selling plasma would take a few weeks, and I probably shouldn't
sell plasma now. I need to get this done soon. Before it becomes
real.
"Hi, I need to make a appointment."
"For what?"
"Uh, an abortion?"
"Ok, you will need to have about a day off for the procedure and
recovery. What works best for you?"
"Anytime next week." I should be able to get off work. I never
take days off.
"How about Tuesday at nine? Is that good?"
"Perfect."
I begin my walk home. It was so simple. And by next week
Wednesday it will seem like just a bad dream. Six days. It's
pouring rain now, and I put my purse under my shirt to protect
what's inside.
My roommate's car is still in the driveway, which means she's
still home. I hope she leaves for classes soon.
"You're soaking wet." She says after I walk in.
"Yeah. It's raining. Don't you have class soon?"
"Yeah. I'm about to leave ... Your mom called. She said she'd call

back tonight."
My mom. I can't even picture the pain and disappointment I
would see in her face if she knew what was going on right now.
"I raised you well," she would say. "How could something like
this happen? Why did you think you couldn't tell me? Do you
think I would stop loving you?" But that is why I could never tel
her. She would never be able to love me the same. She would
never understand. She doesn't understand me at all. She would
just get that hurt look in her eye, and tell us, her children, her
trial, all how we've made her cry. I can't do that. She did raise u
well, and how could I do something that would make the world
think she didn't? How could I do something that would make
her think she didn't? I don't know what to do. I was raised to
believe that having an abortion is evil. But I was also raised to
believe that having a child out of wedlock was wrong. At least
with an abortion no one has to know.
Marie has left for school finally. I lay all the information I
received out on the coffee table. Then I put the pamphlets about
adoption and keeping the child away. I've made my decision. I
move a book from the couch. It's the baby names book I got
when I was naming my hamster. My now dead hamster. I can't
even keep a hamster alive. Marie must have had it out to name
her new fish. I notice the green construction paper sticking out o:
the top. My list of favorite names. I pull it out to look at it.
There, at the top of the list is Aurora. Dawn, a new beginning.
The name for my first child, should she be a girl. And then I see
her again. My little girl, round-faced with reddish hair, (certainly
not from me). She is on the playground at school. She doesn't
see me. And then she is gone. Oh, my Aurora. My little girl. I'n
so sorry. Please believe me, it is better this way. You wouldn't bE
happy with the life I would give you.
But what about adoption? Couldn't I just hide for a few months
and give the baby that life? Now I'm getting unrealistic. Where
could I go for seven months to have a child, without raising suspicions? People would find out. My parents would know. My
father would never speak to me again. I'm letting this whole
thing seem too real. If I am going to do this, it must never let it
become real. If anyone ever asks me I will deny it to his or her
face, because it never happened. This never happened. I won't
even let myself believe it's real.
I read the pamphlets about abortion. It all seems easy enough.
I'll ask for next Tuesday off tonight at work. There is, of course,
the matter of $150. Could I ask him? It seems only fair. But he
wouldn't give me the money. He'd say it wasn't his problem
until I could prove paternity. That could take months. All askin~
would do is make me talk to him again, and I don't want to do
that. But I don't know anyone else with that kind of money sit-
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ng around. And I don't know when I will be able to pay it back.
Tho do I know with money, who won't say anything? Who won't
,en ask why I need it? Then suddenly, it hits me. Tom! He
uuld give me an advance in my pay. He would do anything for
Le. I could just tell him that I don't have enough for rent this
Lonth. Everyone else does it, and I never have. I'll go right now.
's still raining when I walk down the street to the convenience
ore I work at. Jim is working.
-Iey, what're you doing here? You don't start for another three
Jurs."
know. I need to talk to Tom, is he in?"
:eah, he's in back."
knock on Tom's office door.
1
eah, come in."
-Ii, Tom. Do you have a minute?"
;ure, honey, what do you need?"
,150 and Tuesday night off." He stops filing papers and turns to
ok at me as I when I say this.
;weetie, I'm not going to ask what this is for, because I think I
1ow." Is it really that obvious? But of course he knows. He
:ems to know everything. "And you know I'll give it to you if
m need it, but I think you need to tell him. He should be pay.g for his messes."
om, I don't think he'd give me the money. He wouldn't believe
e. He wouldn't care. He never cared."
Ie' s an ass, that's for sure. I couldn't have been happier when
~ quit, even if we are shorthanded. But I still think he should be
1ying for it."
1
lease Tom, don't make me talk to him again. It's finally over,
1d I just want to keep it that way."
'ine. One check of $150, to be paid in $25 docking increments
:)m your next 6 paychecks. Sound good? I'll ask Terry to work
1esday if you will take Friday."
)one. Thank you so much Tom."
ee you tonight."
,erything is going so easily it truly seems unreal. I go home to
ke a nap. I deserve it. As I'm falling asleep I try to rebuild the
all that keeps the memories away. This day has worn holes in
But I need to forget the times with him. When I was weak.
'hen he would hurt me just because he could, and I would let
m. I need to forget the memories of me the way only he could
ake me. It's over. I must burn these memories.
1e next six days seem like drifting. I can concentrate on nothing.
ust need to get this over with, and the dream will be done. It
ares me a little how easy everything worked out. It's all so cut
td dry, that something must go wrong. Nothing ever works out
my life so easily. On Tuesday morning I wake up early.
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Lindsey is in the bathroom brushing her teeth. She looks at me
like she doesn't recognize me.
"I know it's early. I have a paper due today." I lie easily. And it's
too early for her to argue with me.
I walk to the clinic. There are protesters here today. I hadn't even
thought of that. They are completely blocking me from getting in.
The police are there to block them from getting in. I push my way
forward, and explain to a uniform that I have an appointment.
The officer escorts me into the building. They are calling me a
murderer. A baby killer. But their tactics are easy enough to
ignore. I've made my decision. I look back once before entering. I
catch eyes with a man I sat by a few times in the church I went to
last year. He recognizes me. The look of surprise he flashes
makes me feel so dirty. I look at the ground, ashamed. What am I
supposed to do? If I had this baby, would any of them take me in?
Would they be the family I would lose? Would they feed, clothe
and shelter us? No. My child and I could die on the streets for all
they would care, as long as they got to make their point. I lift my
head again, and walk forward. In a few hours it will all be over.
The nurse takes me to a room, where I change into a gown and lie
down on the table. Someone is holding a mask above my face and
telling me to count back from ten. I see her again. The little girl,
running to me, singing my name, "mommy". Then everything
gets dark, and she is gone again. I can't loose her. I can't loose
my little girl. I scream "NO", but it's too late. The doctors can't
hear me anymore.

by Holly Van Staalduinen

filing for divorce
by Nathan E. Sytsma
she raises the sword
over her two boys,
praying that a real
man will come to,
hoping the spurting
wounds and mangled
lives will compel
his attention, finally.

Falling sonnet #3
by Joe Lapp
Between the landings of the stair is a
small patch of carpet with a round, brown stain
that will not go away. Sometimes I pray,
but not a lot, allowing for disdain
of life and death beneath the so-called pious
act; its not that I don't believe in God,
it's just I can't consider him as just.
And then there is that stain. I've tried the old
suggestions - baking soda, lemon juice,
and even gasoline. I try to teach
myself, and others, and that "truth" is not a truce
acceptable to me. Perhaps some bleach
could help, and then the stain upon the stair
would not be brown, but bland. God wouldn't care.

The

Mitt

(#2)
by anne elissa brown

Walking out of Mackie' s Sporting Goods, I am happy.
"This is a big step in life for you bug," he says.
Crossing the blacktopped parking lot, I smile. I know.
We settle into the vinyl seats of our yellow Volkswagon.
"I remember when I got my first mitt," he says.
The drive home is filled with double plays and home runs.
As our car slides into the garage he says,
"And you know bug, that flying bat knocked me plum out."
I grin, but am anxious for the upcoming oiling.
I spit, squeeze, and rub hard. "Not too much," he says.
The yellow leather turns to deep brown under my hands.
I smile. I know its time to build the cocoon.
An old, gray, scuffed softball nestles into the basket of my glove.
The edges of the mitt curl in as he wraps it in ace bandages and rubber cords.
He hands me the cocoon and says, "You know what to do bug."
The shaping of my mitt will take place tonight, under my mattress.
I can feel the lumpy form as I lie down to sleep.
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Regenesis
by Chris Baker
Time, fluid as this prolific baptism,
rolled over itself again. Man floundered.
The One Whose Name Could Not Be Spoken must
have known this immanence of void before
opening up the sky waters. Why speak?
To answer the blackness beyond blackness.
For the same reason Noah would talk to
his cargo while shovelling dung, filling
mangers; caring for the black and white birds
as his own. He was preparing, searching
for a response. But it was all wrong, or
so the Unspoken One's fecund tears said.
Noah hadn't spoken all those days, years,
sweating with his sons, pounding on his thumb,
pulling splinters from his tan-hide skin,
hewing wood where the One Whose Voice Summons Life
had directed him. To build this floating
altar while even the sons of the sky laughed.
Not once, not when The Voice had rumbled
in the desert and whispered to his dreams,
or darkness had howled for forty days
had he said: My spirit will not contend.
Time rolled over itself again: even
mountains gasped for air, drowned his sleep with sweat.
But he was silent, still. Wailing upon his
altar, the One Whose Ways Were Unknown beat
the remnant with a million fists. Like a
child; the most violent tantrum. Noah did
not have that energy. Spent repairing
leaks, giving food, arbitrating the crew,
when he did have a moment he went to
the window. And as his tired eye gazed
into the eye of the storm, The One Who
Had Been Unseen stared back. Caught in the act
of himself, His eye widened, and the One
Whose Grace Covers His Creation blinked first.
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In my project, LIVING ROOM, I am
interested in the implications of gathering and organizing objects. I have
intentionally focused on the living
room because of its role as an inter£ace
in the home, the place where we
receive guests and spend our time
with friends. I asked some of my
friends if I could borrow specific pieces
of their living rooms, a couch, chair,
table, lamp, with the purpose of curating one of my own in the gallery. By
placing it in the gallery, I am conflicting boundaries and assumptions of
space (the gallery is not a living space,
a living room is not art). The book that
accompanies this exhibition is to help
tie the pieces back to their original
places, giving a bit of context for each
object within the new living room.
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Special Deliver'
This project consists of hand-making labels, each personal in message, and then delivering piz
zas with the labels attached to the box. This project grew out of job position as a delivery
driver.
Upon realizing that I am the company's representative to its customers, I desired to
find a way to establish a unique and personal relationship with those I deliver to.
Each labE
contains an email address set up to facilitate dialogue.

ehil
20

TIIERE lS

MORE TO THIS

THAN PIZZA.
.....-u

4

•

• -- -

THIS IS

MOR£ THAN A
J08 TO ME.

I WANT
THIS TO B£
SP£CIAL.
......

.

•

• :11--=-

I WILL
DO MY BEST
Oft YOU.
-

I AM
AT YOtJR

SERVICE.

lnfW

I MADE
THIS ESP£CU\lLY
FOR YOU.

PEOPLE
BEFOIIE
PIZZA.

15'tlf,\ift

-

■

I USINESS ANDYOll
µ . .t

.-

---

fM DOING
Y BEST

FOR YO •
a'M TRYINC,

TO IMPRESS

YOU.

.......

_

•

WANT.
I

WE MAY
NEVER M£ET
AGIIIN.

NO TWO

ARE MAD£ QUITE
TH£ SAME.

I WANT

TO IIEl\8 FROM
YOU.

I WI\NT
TO aE ERE
FOR YOU•

.,......

•

ttaa.

·m

MY SMILE
IS ONLY
T\IESTARt

YOUR

OPINI0

IS
PORTANT TOME.

DID YOU
OT'ICE WHEN
I SMILEDAT YOU?
l'M RllNG
TO SHOW YOU

I CARE.

ITS HM D

TO SKOW~ U

TH f
'"'

CARE.

I WANT
THERE TO &E

MOR£.

ISIT HARO
TO £LJ£V£
I CJIRE?

tu.a.

I WANT
WHAT YOU
"'1fs b

• ·t • •

11"1«

1 Iii

-&RIDGING tHE
GI\ BETWEEN

........

altftlll

AS
UNIQUE

AS YOU.
----"·
-

YOU ARE

WORTH TJIE

EFFORT.

5culpt1Jre
21

Paul Bi r z a pgs. 8 & 9
By using the traditions of this still life and photographic landscape genres, it is my hope to comment on aspects of contemporary cultur
This particular series focuses on canned fruit and suburban landscapes and depicts them in an ironic and hopefully aesthetically interes
ing manner.
David Tysman pgs. 10 & 11
I have come to the conclusion that art-making is a way of learning. Learning being what we do when we explore ourselves and the
world around us. The product of art-making are often the evidence of the struggle to figure something out. This struggle can be as see
ingly straight forward as balancing a lip to a foot in ceramics, to attempting to answer the question "what is feminism?" in plaster. As
art student, I am someone who is engaged in and committed to learning, by way of art making.
Justin Van Genderen pgs. 12 & 13
We are living in the era that has seen the birth of the computer and the first successful cloning. With in the past 20 years technology has
aided in a surge of new inventions and information. It is my belief that this rapid advance of new technology is affecting our lives in
ways like never before. It is advancing at such an incredible rate that by the time you buy the latest, fastest, best computer on the mark
today there is already a superior, faster one that will be make tomorrow. I am fascinated with the way this new technology is affecting
the lives of everyone in the world physically and psychologically
Travis Blom pgs. 14 & 15
While working on theses projects I have challenged my perceptions on what things are and what they can be. I have explored how peo
ple have perceive me and how they might if I was dressed or presented differently. Exploring what I do with a hand as a model, I challenge myself to try to represent something other than a hand. While the activity of stone carving has been a discovery of what form c
come out of a rough and sometimes crude exterior, a reflection on each stone is based on changing ones perspective. As I continue to
explore various perspectives on perception and form, I hope my images evoke similar evaluations and investigations from my audience
Josh Ippel pgs. 16 & 17
The installation is an exploration of the nature of signage and painting. The signs installed around Calvin College's campus contain info
mation somewhat foreign to sing imagery, and behave similar to paintings. The painting in the gallery contains map imagery and therefore acts as a dispenser of information and as an object of formal enjoyment. These works re-contextualize imagery in order to engage t
viewer's perception, and they complicate the function of both paintings and signs.
Matt Poole pgs. 18 & 19
Curators, as I am learning, claim the responsibility of negotiating between objects and people. More specifically, the activity of curating
involves the organizing, arranging and interpreting of objects for situations regarding an audience. The role of the curator is a curious
one in regards to art, concerned with the presentation of trends and common ideas, but I am more interested in, simply, its relationship
objects. The moments where things created by individuals and groups are tied to broader categories and ideas, as well as other objects
and people, help us understand those objects in different ways. To do this well, it seems, one has to pay attention more; becoming an
acute observer and an attentive listener
In my project, LIVING ROOM, I am interested in the implications of gathering and organizing objects. I have intentionally
focused on the living room because of its role as an interface in the home, the place where we receive guests and spend our time with
friends. I asked some of my friends if I could borrow specific pieces of their living rooms, a couch, chair, table, lamp, with the purpose
curating one of my own in the gallery. By placing it in the gallery, I am conflicting boundaries and assumptions of space (the gallery is
not a living space, a living room is not art). The book that accompanies this exhibition is to help tie the pieces back to their original
places, giving a bit of context for each object within the new living room.
Phil Orr pgs. 20 & 21
I am continually intrigued by the way humans make their way through life. Recently, I have found myself focusing primarily on the pe
sonal struggles that confront us, the interaction with objects that we are surrounded by, how we relate with others, and the way we
choose to use our time. Like many people, I'm in search of answers. Art has provided me the means to explore that which I hope to be ,
ter understand, and to share my experiences with others.
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digress
by

•

•

Annie Anderson

All of my roommates are asleep as I read this.
Five lines of thinking about them and I
realize I haven't absorbed a thing.
Five lines of placing myself in silence
parallel to the ground.
I lie here, staring at the underwire of a bed
and the numbers one, three and six lined up
on a clock.
My forehead is becoming increasingly old,
just in the past minute. Just in the
three-hour car ride I took a week ago.
Five minutes ago I wrote the last line.
Six months ago I wrote my best piece
of poetry under a false assumption. A wrong
truth, not a truth therefore.
Carelessness is unfair.
Apathy hurts.

•

the sanctity of sorrow and the one word it entails.
But I guess that's you.
And I guess this is me.
And I'll guess and I'll wager and I'll bet
that that's it.
Find a likeness, fill it with breyity and excommunicate
yourselves.
It is not with truth that I can look at people slurred.
And it is not in being with love that I can be with loss.
And my 19-year-old forehead is in fact getting older,
even as I lie in the peace of the a.m.
In truth this took me months to write and
in fact it took me a week.
A mumbled something ... a correspondence ...
unhurried finality.
I was loved. to pieces.

Seffl:etimes it's better te let tft.ings Elie(?) ... to let
Worried prayers get to God too, you know.
things end is more affirming than to follow with deaf ears
And God wants nothing more than to bless us.
or to lead with blind eyes.
And nothing more is what I'm learning to live with.
But your silence left me with something like a deathso casual as not to care, yet bleeding with guilt and shame.
Not understanding itself, blaming unfairness.
I guess circumstances determine our actions, but
maybe I just say that because I'm a coward.
(It's daunting to look at this whole page of
words and then think about reading them.
But it's scarier to take a utensil and try to
scribble out meaning.
Maybe writing is just an action. Maybe it's nothing
more than a thought process. Or perhaps ... )
Perhaps it's one word of forgiveness. Or one
word of regret.
It took you 5,000 words bundled together
in an argument before you entertained
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Impossibility
Reconsidered
by Mike Buma
X walked slowly along the paved city bike path that runs
through Harris Park. The streetlights above him cast shadows
and emitted a slight hum. He arbitrarily chose one and positioned himself comfortably beneath it. Sitting peacefully for a
long while, he watched the river flow in little juts of black, each
turning over on the next. In time he produced a notebook and
pen from the recesses of the backpack he always carried. He
began to write. The light gave him just enough vision to jot
down words between the shadows of his pen and hand.
Another poem for [her], that universal girl he met/ never
knew/ passed in the hall/ sat beside on the plane.
Incredulity is a defense of those accustomed (but not reconciled)
to the pain of an imperfect world. It is a syinptom of swallowed dreams. X was incredulous. This is the dream he swallowed with every poem he wrote:
He was sleeping next to [her]. She was comfortable and warm,
nestled close to him with her arm across his chest and her
steady breathing against his neck. The beauty of the dream was
the constancy of her breath.
X watched the river flow in little juts of black. Rivers know that
constancy is unnatural. The first rule of fluidity is this: subtle
differences create the illusion of similarity. Swirls and eddies in
the current are only repetitive to the human eye. The river is
governed by entropy, the exponential increase of randomness in
a closed system. But humanity fears this chaotic end, so we see
pattern where there is none. Where the water splits around a
rock, we invent permanence by believing it does so consistently.
Reason tells us otherwise-it is next to impossible that any single water molecule will follow the precise course that another
has before it. This is the Cartesian paradox, the search for truth
with a methodology of skepticism. Descartes must have swallowed a lion's share of dreams.
The moon shone down through the trees. A final stroke of his
pen, and the poem was complete. He rose and folded his notebook, returning it to his backpack. He walked upstream along
the bike path towards the road. Wondering where the river
began, he paused a moment. But the thought was passing and
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unanswerable. He turned his head to catch one of those slight
and gentle breezes that propel spring into summer. Upon
reaching the road he swallowed hard and quickened his pace.
Halfway across the world and months before the night he wrote
poetry in Harris Park, X sat across the table from a girl. The
hotel lobby was unexpectedly cold. Even with his touque and
fleece he was still fighting shivers. It was no matter, but he
couldn't let her know that he was cold-she might insist he take
his coat back. Currently it was wrapped around her, as tightly
as she could pull it, like a blanket. She engulfed herself in it,
holding her small body entirely inside the main of the coat so
that its arms dangled limp. All that remained outside was her
face and long brown hair. She smiled at him across the table,
warm and genuine, a smile that spread fully into her cheeks. A
strand of hair strayed fractiously across her face, and she
absently twitched her head to redirect it. Her eyes were fully
open, brown and deep. Intrigued by all things endless, he
began to lose himself-until she blinked and he was momentarily displaced. Displacement is an upward feeling. When X
came down he settled again on his coat, her blanket. He wanted to pick her up in his arms and carry her. He wanted her to
wrap her arms around his neck.
We can no longer trust the functionality of communicative significance. It takes all shapes. It attaches itself to people, places,
events, and feelings, often at the most random moments.
Deridda called it 'play.' We have never been more liberated,
never freer to explore the unbounded expanse that is existence.
At the same time, we have never been more alone.
X sat across the table from a girl. He wanted to pick her up in
his arms and carry her. He wanted her to wrap her arms
around his neck. She said nothing to bring him to these feelings. She had merely sheltered herself in his coat, like a blanket.
But the mouth is a place where feelings go to die. Emotion,
though wonderful and urgent, is unbearably incommunicable.
Language has no word for "I want to pick you up in my arms
and carry you. I want you to wrap your arms around my
neck."
Lacking words, X rose from his seat and kissed her. In a way,
the kiss combined them. They did not fumble or misplace each
other's lips. His breath went into her, and she flowered with it.
Her lips rose fully to his own, and the incantation was complete. But the coat and her hair and the way she inclined her
head had unanimously called for him to pick her up in his arms

and for her to wrap her arms around his neck.
The second rule of fluidity is that you move with the flow or be
moved by it. X moved across the table and kissed the girl with
brown hair under compulsion. The way she wrapped herself in
his coat necessitated a response. He kissed her to show he didn't have the words. Curious, that the language for affection is
so terse.
We all long for a purer communion. For X, this led to that most
profound and universal language-sleep. He dreamed of sleeping next to [her]. She fit him warm and comfortably. Her arm
was across his chest and her steady breathing against his neck.
He dreamed and wrote poems. When reality intruded, he swallowed the dream.
The day after reticence and fluidity had led him to kiss the girl
with brown hair, X got up early to walk her to the train station.
Upon arriving they were informed that her train had been
delayed three hours. She passed the time sleeping on the dirty
station floor with her head in his lap. When she boarded the
train a suddep. impulse overcame him. It was as though his
days with her were spent drinking from the fountain of life.
Fearing his thirst inexhaustible, he reached longingly towards
the train window in which she had appeared. Her voice had
assumed a gentle distance when telling him goodbye on the
platform. He had hugged her tightly, but with equal distance.
Moments later when she had moved beyond his reach, he
stretched cupped hands towards the glass wall that had sprung
up between them. He swallowed hard as the train pulled away
and she slipped through his fingers.
The human eye sees water break around rocks and identifies
pattern where there is none. X watched the girl with brown
hair sleep on the dirty floor of a train station with her head in
his lap. He ran his fingers through her hair, and traced them
gently back across her jaw and cheek. His skin flushed as he
felt her exhale. As he watched her sleep an instinctual elation
rose in him. It blossomed from the perception that her continued breathing was for him-that she might wake to kiss him
and throw her arms around his neck or rest her head against his
shoulder and fit her arms around his waist. He dreamed of
constancy-her breath on his neck night after night. Soon she
would board a train and be carried indelibly away from him.
All of us have longed to explain this longing. No social commentator or theorist has been able to escape the head/heart paradigm. From what we know of X, let us construct mathematical
formulas for the two divergent modes of his functioning:

Ideal (ie. heart)
X+Y=
(in which Y = [her], that most elusive and impossible girl whose sleeping breath flushed the skin of his neck in
his dreams and poems). The sum of X and Y is infinity. Note
the constancy of the symbol-it loops ever back on itself.
Infinity is the best symbol we have for love. We cannot constrain or define it, nor can we quantify it-nothing else could be
so unbounded. But let us consider it in human terms. Take, for
instance, attraction. It attaches, say, to the way she ties her
shoes. In the next moment it becomes her response to some
external distraction. It continues endlessly, a perfect combination of the mutable and constant.
This is where we swallow. A moment's consideration will tell
us that mutability and constancy can never truly reconcile
themselves to one another. This leads to the second formula.

Incredulity (ie. head)
The diminishing distance between X and Y = _ + _ ... 1 / 2n + ...
(in which n = numbers in sequence, Y = [her], and it is assumed
that the union of X and Y is equal to infinity {or love}). This is
Zeno's paradox, the mathematical impossibility of union
between two entities. As X moves towards Y, the distance
between them decreases fractionally. The impossibility is that
fractions divide themselves ever smaller and smaller and smaller, ad infinitum. More simply put, you can never get from 1 to
0 because the numbers between them are endless.
X sat on the dirty floor of the train station. The girl with long
brown hair slept peacefully, her head on his lap. He was
incredulous, which is to say that his operative determining
influence was the second formula (the impossibility of union).
Moments later on the station platform, X cupped his outstretched hands and watched the train carry her indelibly away.
As she slipped through his fingers he existed solely in the
unwavering ideal of the first formula, the belief in the actual
and genuine possibility of the infinity that is love.
Leaving Harris Park X realized he had been unhappy for
months. As he reached the road he swallowed hard and quickened his pace. His stride grew longer and longer until without
realizing it he was in full run. There was time for nothing but
distance. Any sense of the immediate became obsolete. He ran
until he could run no farther, collapsing in a breathless heap on
a piece of sidewalk cracked upwards by tree roots. Across the
road was an old cemetery, and immediately beyond the sidewalk was a field that had somehow been passed up by zoning
clerks and city planners while suburbs sprang up around it. He
'J"

was alone in a vast and empty space. Crouching on the broken
sidewalk, he was breathless and hollow.

In the months since X had watched the girl with long brown
hair slip through his fingers from the platform of a dirty train
station, an invisible weight had burdened him. Though he
could neither articulate nor identify it, X was troubled by the
impossibility of either formula. As we have seen, it is easy to
come to the impossibility of the first formula-it combines ideas
we know to be entirely disparate (ie. mutability and constancy).
But what is more difficult to realize is the impossibility of the
second formula. The equation of incredulity is equally flawed,
because it accounts for an impossible actuality. Despite what
Zeno had to say about the continuing division of fractions into
smaller and smaller fractions, entities in the real world can and
do achieve union. A man walks across a space and touches a
wall. It is mathematically impossible, yet it happens every day.

articulated nor identified, X had come to the most important of
important realizations-that in a world where the impossible
routinely occurs, no one has any right or reason to swallow
their dreams. In the wake of this transition he took off his
backpack and produced his book of poems to [her]. He began
to tear out the pages, one by one, and shred them into little
scraps of paper on the broken sidewalk. When a writer stops
writing we often allude to suicide. For X this would not be
accurate-he was still alive and intact; a part of him had merely
become defunct.

X crouched breathless on the broken pavement. Though he
could neither articulate nor identify, he somehow realized the
impossibility of the second formula. And the weight of the past
months was inexplicably lifted. Although it could neither be

The third rule of fluidity is that you assume the shape of your
container. Surrounded by the vast openness of a field and
cemetery, X became incredibly open. Life rushed into him like
air from a pump. He felt buoyant. · So he left his broken sidewalk and little pile of paper scraps. Gravity could not hold
him, and he floated upwards, out over the city. He looked
down on tall buildings, public parks, and old churches with tall
spires. It was beautiful. He floated further and further into a
dream that was so unbounded it could never be swallowed,
casting excited glances into the streets below for a girl with
long brown hair.

Small Window

Note on Apathy

by Peter Berghoef
Night from an airplane
is the dark
of a midnight woodland path.
There are dimm cities
stretched out below
in nameless glowing forms.
Red-hot embers flung
along the black forest floor.

by Jesse Meyer
It starts with the scratch of
Leather along a dirty floor.
And the way a coffee stain seeps
Along the surface of a clay mug.
The cat stretches its quivering leg,
Rolls over, back again, yawns.
Electric clicking and the slow,
Dry acceleration of the furnace
Disrupts the dust, lifting it on a hot
Current and laying it in the same place.
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-lands
by Chris Baker

Saul stared out the car window at the house. The lawn
was short, green, and decorated with a little white picket fence
ankle high around the tulip bed, and a windmill churning in
the breeze, slowly waving again and again to welcome its visitors. Here was a first-time visitor and a familiar face, made
familiar by memories and a high school graduation photograph,
which was airbrushed to an odd sort of perfection. It was as
foreign to his external appearance then as that high school boy
was to the young man staring out the window now. Sometimes
it felt as though he ought to change his name to Paul, to give
justice to all that was different about him now, but Saul was
deeper than a simple name change, or to feel the real need for
one, upon serious reflection. His eyes shifted to the driver sitting next to him, who had an expectant look on her face. She
was a pretty girl, with a soft and lean look around her face. Her
eyes and her hair were brown, earthy, and gave of a scent of
genuineness. There was the smallest hint of perfume tracing
her small shoulders and thin neck, subtle enough that most
wouldn't notice unless they stopped to search for it. Saul could
smell it even when she wasn't there. Her name was Sylvia.
"Shall we go in?"
He nodded his head. They got out of the car and he
stood there as she rounded the front and walked up next to
him. Their hands touched briefly; to another it would have
seemed like an accidental touch, but for him it was like sticking
his finger into an electrical socket, and his body shuddered
involuntarily. They had talked for two months before they had
held each other's hand, and even then only when they were
alone. It wasn't that they had just been dating for two months
(they never even called their relationship dating, which was a
source of confusion and difficulty for those who knew them
and wanted to describe them), but they had talked for two
months about the act of holding hands before they were ready
to do it. What did it mean? Why do it? What would other
people think if they saw it? What did it open the door towards?
Hugging? Then what? Until the first time, that night, when he
had taken her open palm in his and they both fell silent and
looked at each other and the point of contact. For all the talking
up to then, there were no words now. They had invested so

much meaning in one simple act that it was a stage in
their relationship like a stage in a rocket launch. Powerful. To
his mind, no one's hand holding could mean as theirs did.
But this was a brief touch, a reassurance and a promise,
and they walked side by side up the driveway and to the front
door. Before he could knock, the wood door with the wreath of
dried flowers opened and a elderly woman stood before them
with a smile.
"Ohhh, you're here. How wonderful, you're here.
Won't you please come in, oh, you're right on time, dinner is
just about ready, and you must be Sylvia." She took both of
Sylvia's hands in her own and smiled even more. "I am so glad
to finally meet this lovely young girl that my grandson keeps
telling his mother about, and not his grandmother." She gave
Saul a playful glare and then moved into his embrace. "Oh, my
handsome grandson, look at you, you're such a young man."
"Hi Grandma, it's so good to see you again. It smells
great in here, is that roast?"
"Yes, it's almost done, your grandfather is probably
snitching some right now, if he's not sleeping. Jooohn! The
kids are here."
"What? They're here, why didn't you tell me?" Saul's
grandpa walked in from the kitchen. He was a thin, wiry man,
who had reached the age when people called him "spry" and
commented on how "with it" he was. "Nobody ever tells me
anything around this place." He had a broad grin as he walked
up to Sylvia and shook her hand. His grip was tight, from
thousands of handshakes and a strong heart. "So this is the
beautiful young lady we have the privilege of meeting at last."
"It's so good to finally meet both of you," spoke Sylvia.
"We've heard so much about you from Saul's mother,
but we had to see for ourselves who would actually date this
guy right here." He gave Saul a bear hug. "The roast is ready,
Ma, lets get some food in these starving college students."
"You were snitching weren't you Dad? He always
snitches." She smiled at Sylvia, "Come right in dear, and make
yourselves at home."
The four of them walked into the kitchen, led by grandpa John. The kitchen wall was covered with instruments of the
home from a time when Black and Decker didn't even have a
noetic existence. Old wooden saws and spoons and a yoke and
a bucket with a rope and a churning stick testified to "home",
along with the gravy, roast, potatoes, corn adorning the red
checked tablecloth on the wooden table. On the wall there were
oil paintings done by Saul's grandmother, adding to the rustic
feel with scenes of fields and farms and young people in old
clothes. There was a fireplace in the adjoining living room,
with a rifle above it that Saul used to take down and dry click
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whenever he would visit with his family. The easy chair next to
the fireplace obviously belonged to grandpa John, with a crossword puzzle half done on a stack of newspapers, which had
clearly been read thoroughly judging by an appearance like an
old pair of jeans tossed on the ground, creased to perfection.
Saul had loved to run right to the chair with it's eternal crossword companion, when he was younger, and watch television
and play with the fireplace accoutrements.
"How have you been Grandma?" Saul asked as they all
stood around again, in the kitchen.
"We' re doing quite well. I was in an art show last
weekend and I sold a couple paintings, which was wonderful."
"You sold some paintings? That's great, Grandma, how
much did you get for them?"
"Not very much, but its just nice to know that someone
else is taking an interest in my work. Anyway, your grandfather has been helping to build a house with our church for a
family. So he's been busy too, and spending time outdoors."
"It's some black folks, who can't afford a good house,"
explained Saul's grandfather, "so we're building a cheap house
for them. We've had great weather these days, it's been good to
work outside."
"Is this a Habitat for Humanity project?" Asked Sylvia,
who was standing right next to Saul's grandmother, who had
her arm around Sylvia's shoulders.
"No, I think it's a just a church project; why don't we sit
down and eat, the foods ready." Saul's grandma directed the
young couple to their seats and sat down. Grandpa John
prayed for the food, then his wife got up to bring the food to
the table.
"Oh, I can help," volunteered Sylvia.
"That's okay sweetie, I'll take care of it. Now where are
you from again? Wisconsin?"
11
Actually, Illinois, I live in a small town right near
Wisconsin, northwest of Chicago."
"And what do your parents do?"
"My father is a pastor and my mother stays at home,
she works in the church too. I have two sisters and a brother,
all younger."
"That's right, Saul's mother said you were a preacher's
daughter. What church do you go to?"
"First Assembly of the Heavenly Host, it's Baptist."
"How nice." Saul's grandparents were Calvinists. "So,
Saul, how did you two meet?"
Saul paused. Here we went. In a moment all the discussions he and Sylvia had had about dating, about their families, about what things meant and the best way to do things, disappeared, and he didn't know what to say. He wanted desper-
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ately to tell the truth, to be honest; but what did that mean? He
wished his grandma had asked Sylvia, because she could
always articulate things better than him. With his friends, who
had relationships, or people he didn't know, he could talk all
day about everything that was wrong with the way people
went about relationships. He could get in his roommate's face
and tell him that he needed to tell this girl exactly what he was
thinking, or feeling, and to be honest with her. He preached
about dating, and the assumptions and expectations that the
world of culture and media cultivated in people about what
makes a relationship right, or good. But if his grandmother
asked him how long they had been dating, he didn't know what
he would say, or do. After all, they weren't dating, it was something more than that, something deeper.
Saul chewed on some food, then swallowed, "we had a
class together, and some common friends, though we didn't
know each other very well before then."
·
"We hung out in large groups together, then we talked
to each other and really started to get to know each other."
Sylvia helped out Saul, who was staring at his plate, trying to
think of what to say next, because he knew it was coming. It
was,
"So when did you begin dating?" Saul's grandmother
smiled and looked right at Sylvia, to Saul's relief.
"Well, there was no specific time when either of us
asked the other out, we just became good friends and talked
about a lot of things."
"But when did you start doing things just together?"
John asked.
It was obviously Saul's turn to speak. "We were only
ever alone when we were talking at her house, otherwise we
did stuff with our friends, usually." He thought for a second,
"we always tried to, try to, be careful about not separating ourselves from our friends."
"Well that's okay, every couple needs some time alone,
I'm sure your friends understand that." His grandma grinned,
"Your grandpa and I used to park with all the other couples at
the lookout."
"Stella! You don't have to tell them that about a couple
of old farts like us. We were younger than them."
Saul had to smile, it was rather funny, but a part of him
wondered what kind of effect that had had on their relationship, on their marriage. It couldn't have been healthy. He and
Sylvia hadn't kissed for well over a half of a year of being
together. They had waited, until they were sure it was right,
and then it had been up to him, and he still wasn't sure for
some while. But when they finally did kiss, it had meant so
much. He had stumbled into his home, like a drunk, to his

roommates knowing smiles and wisecracks. He didn't care
though, it had meant something more to him than they could
understand. And it still did. Sylvia was smiling too, Saul was
sure she was probably thinking the same thing as him, 'I'm glad
we didn't do it that way'. She looked at him and smiled, he
returned the expression and felt one of those connections where
he was sure they were on the same wavelength, but asking if
she was would ruin it, so he didn't.
"Well, that was the way it was back then," Grandma
Stella was saying, "that's what people did. I'm sure it's still the
same way these days." She gave a knowing, conspiratorial look
to Saul and Sylvia, clearly implying that they knew exactly
what she was talking about. "That's what people do when
they're dating."
Saul hated that word, they weren't dating, they had an
intentional relationship seeking whether they ought to marry.
Dating was silly, vulgar. When other students asked him who
he was dating, he would correct them and then tell them about
Sylvia. But this was his grandmother.
"We're different Grandma, we try not to do the things
everyone else does." Saul winced as he pulled those words out
of his throat. He wanted to tell her.
"Oh that's good honey, it's good to be creative. Your
grandfather wasn't creative, we always went to soda shop, with
the same people, or to the lookout." Their being difference
appealed to her artistic side. "He just wanted to impress me
with his nice car and hang out in the soda shop. I used to sneak
out and go dancing, my parents and even John didn't know
about it. I loved to dance, and everyone smoked back then, it
wasn't very nice, but I had to."
"That was a nice car, not everyone had nice cars like
you kids do now. I earned that car and put time into it. Your
grandma was lucky to be riding around in that beautiful thing
with me." Grandpa John heartily emphasized this point by
stabbing some roast.
"Well, anyway, I'm just happy that Saul has a girlfriend."
Saul chewed his meat roughly, he 'has a girlfriend', his
grandparents seemed to be trying to use all the wrong words.
She wasn't his possession, and he didn't like the word "girlfriend" because of the connotations associated with it. What
could he tell them?
"So what kind of painting do you do?" Sylvia asked
Stella, and the topic was changed, and they didn't talk again
about dating or relationships, to Saul's relief. Later that
evening they got into the car.
"Oh, lets go home," said Saul, "I'm tired."
"I think your grandparents are great."

"Yeah, but the stuff about dating, I couldn't take it."
"Well, it was a different time."
And the rest of the ride home they talked about how
relationships were for their parents and grandparents, and the
effect this had on their children's relationships. As they pulled
away, Stella and John watched through the window.
"What a nice girl, Saul found such a nice girl."
"She's so pretty, and intelligent," agreed John.
"These kids, though, and their relationships. It seems
so much more complicated for them. If only it was as simple as
it was for us."
They stared out the window and a lifetime of memories
danced in their experienced, wrinkled minds. As they stood
there their hands touched, and John took Stella's skintight and
weathered palm in his own firm grip, and they both smiled,
and walked upstairs together without speaking.
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